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Dirty Little Secret 


Author's Notes: 
Could be fantasy, could be true 5) 


C'mon in, Jonny, he said with a bright white grin as he opened the hotel-room door, stepping aside to allow me 
through. As | entered the room, he shut the door behind us, locking it firmly before placing a hand on my 
lower back, guiding me towards the small living room, the couch awaiting us. | could see he'd taken out a pair 
of wine glasses to accompany a bottle of red wine set on the table. | smiled softly, noting the box of 


chocolates next to it. 


‘You didn't have to... | began, but not finishing the sentence as he walked to stand in front of me, placing a 
finger over my lips to shush me. 


‘| wanted to, he said. 


| felt my body tingle at the slight touch to my already over sensitive lips, the need growing already and the 


beginnings of my arousal stirring due to the long time we'd been apart. Nearly four months, and it was 


unbearable. I'd missed him so much, and now all | could think of was laying my hands on him, feeling his soft 


flesh, roaming his body with my hands.. 


He gave me an affectionate look, and | could see the same desire | felt inside flaring in his dark orbs as he took 
my hands in his own, squeezing them gently while walking backwards towards the couch, both of us sitting 
down. He let go of my hands to pour some of the wine up in the glasses, handing me one of them and winking 


his eye. 
‘Remembered which brand ya like best. I'd be damned if | ever lived to see the day | didn't he chuckled. 


| chuckled back, a tiny blush creeping upon my cheeks as | sipped on my wine, trying to avoid looking at his 


face. 'S'nice to see you again, Rich. Been such a long time, | really missed you: 


He took a seep from his glass, eyes never leaving my face, his hand coming out to run the back of his fingers 
down my cheek, taking the contours of my face in and | had to shut my eyes to savor the feel, my hands 
trembling lightly. 


‘| missed you too, Jonny. | missed having you around, I'm always so alone when you ain't with me, he admitted, 
and | didn't have to look at him to know there was a sad expression on his face. 


‘tm here now though. Thats all that counts, huh? | said, trying to lighten the mood up. He nodded his head. 


| placed my glass on the table, then repeated the procedure with his glass, taking it from his hand. | scooted 
closer to him, our knees touching and | felt him jerk slightly at the motion. He was obviously already as turned 
on as |. Licking my lips, | set my eyes on his, shuddering from the bolt of lust his gaze sent down my spine, 


my cock twitching hard. 


| didn't say anything as | leaned closer, placing a hand against his chest, rubbing one of his nipples through his 
shirt with my thumb. | felt his hand move to the back of my head, fingers lacing through my thick blonde hair 
as he cupped it and brought my face close to his, our lips merely inches apart. | felt his hot breath against 


my own, both our mouths hanging open. 


He swallowed, gaze fluttering down to my lips for a few seconds before looking back up at mine. | flashed him a 


short, lopsided smile. ‘Do somethin’. | know that's what you want. Show me how much ya missed me: 


His face lightened up as he closed the distance between us, my eyes snapping shut as our lips met, his tongue 
entering my mouth and | let him take the lead, relieving in the sweet taste I'd been craving. We kept the kiss 
slow to begin with, tongues swirling, but soon proceeded to a more hungry, greedy kiss. My free hand found 
the back of his neck, his found my crotch, cupping it and squeezing roughly, causing me to groan into the kiss 
and push my hips forward. 


| spread my legs wider apart to feel more of his hand rubbing me, those knowing fingers touching me until my 


jeans grew uncomfortably restraining, my cock hard and aching for the touch of his bare hands, for skin- 


contact. 


While rocking my hips to the movements of his palm pressing against my shaft and balls, | let both hands drop 
to unbutton his shirt, one button at a time in a clumsy manner due to their shaking, finally spreading the 
garment and finding their way beneath the fabric, fingertips and palms trailing, tracing, teasing his hot skin and 
| felt The small moans he gave against my lips. One of my hands found its way down towards his crotch, 
running over the erection already tenting his pants. I'd been wrong, he was probably more excited about what 


was coming than | was. But what else to expect, knowing him? 


| trailed my fingers up and down the seam of his pants, every little touch making him thrust upwards. | smiled 
into the kiss, my free hand going up to pinch his nipples, enjoying the way his body was shivering. 


Drawing back from the kiss, | licked my slightly swollen lips, gleaming eyes set on his already glazed over ones. 
An unspoken question in my eyes, he nodded his head, taking my hand as we got up from the couch and leading 
me to the bedroom, of course with a king sized bed. Forethought is always good. 


| turned him towards me, looking up at his face as | kicked my shoes off and he did the same, my hands sliding 
beneath the shirt, letting it glide down his shoulders and arms to drop to the floor with a soft thud, my hands 
stroking down his exposed chest and belly, feeling his body quiver, his eyes shutting as my hands found the 
button and zipper of his pants, making quick work of opening them. 


| dropped to my knees, as | rolled the pants off his thighs and leaving them in a tangled mass at his feet. His 
boxers were soon to join them. | kept my eyes on his as | kissed his belly-button, dipping my tongue into it and 
watching his eyes squeeze halfway shut as he sucked in a deep, shaky breath through clenched teeth. Amused 
by this, | kissed my way downwards, nuzzling the dark pubes with my nose, before placing a chaste kiss at the 
head of his cock, making his hips thrust roughly forward, a loud groan escaping the back of his throat. 


Licking the small amount of pre-cum off the curl of my upper lip, | gave the tip a small flick of my tongue, 
his hands clenching at his sides as he grunted, body trembling slightly. With that | chuckled softly and stood up 
straight. 


‘Your turn, | said, looking cocky. 


Making a noise of disapproval he nodded his head, a predatory look in his eyes as his hands slid beneath my 
shirt, running up my chest to tug the garment over my head, tossing it aside before letting both hands drop 
to squeeze my ass, kneading it with rough palms and fingers, and | gasped, eyes snapping shut as another 
rough spark of need surged down my spine to stab my groin 


He kissed the side of my neck all the way up to suck the soft patch of skin right beneath my ear, then nip at 
my earlobe, before going back down again and letting his mouth lath onto the pulse-point of my neck, sucking 


rough enough to mark me. 


| titted my head to the side to allow him better access, his long fingers unbuttoning and unzipping my jeans in 


slow motions, making sure to put more pressure to my hardened cock than he really needed to, set on making 
me whimper and succeeding. He pulled the jeans down to rest low on my hips and | wriggled out of them as 


smoothly as possible. 


‘| love this ‘bout you.. how dirty you are.. never any underwear, you're such a li tease,’ he remarked with a 
smirk, breathing heavily in my ear, the anticipation growing within me as his palm wrapped around my cock, 
fingers encircling my shaft and beginning to stroke me at a slow pace, pausing every once in a while to brush 
his thumb over the sensitive head and making me whine softly in pleasure as | rocked my hips to the rhythm 
he set out. 


| could feel the heat beginning to course through my veins, the pit of my stomach set on fire as he increased 
his speed and | had to force myself to place my hand on his wrist and hold his movements up, panting as | 
looked up at him, sweat already trailing down my forehead while | fought to stay standing. 


‘|. | w-want you to f-fuck me. | breathed, his grin almost splitting his face in two halves, looking delightful. 


He walked to the bed, laying me down and moving on top of me. For a moment we remained that way, his hand 
stroking my cheek, crawling between my spread legs, our chests pressing together, rising and falling with out 
heavy breathing, our erections barely touching. Then he reached out towards the bed-stand, picking a small 
tube up and waveing it in front of my face. | blushed and smiled shyly, giving signal at him to proceed. 


| watched him as he flipped the lid, coating two of his fingers with the cool liquid before letting his hand trail 
down to my entrance, the feel of his moist fingertips against my heated skin making me gasp as he slowly slid 
one finger inside of me, letting me adjust before beginning to move it in and out. | shut my eyes as he added a 
second finger, letting him prepare me and feeling them brush tentatively against my prostate, sending me into 
a frenzy where all | wanted was to feel more of that burning touch. 


His breath spirited across my cheek as he pulled his fingers out to squeeze more gel out of the tube, making 
sure to slick his cock up neatly for me, hissing and bucking up into his own touch as | watched him through 
my glazed over blue eyes. 


Spreading my legs wider, | brought them up a bit to wrap them around the small of his back, my hands 
cupping his cheeks and pulling him down for a soft kiss, contrasting with the need of the moment, and he took 
the opportunity to guide the head of his throbbing cock to my entrance, and grab my hips. | felt him press 
against me and sucked his bottom lip softly before pulling back. 


‘Love you... | murmured, my fingers running through his already sweat-damp hair. 


‘Love you too.." he replied with a small smile, before beginning to slowly push himself inside. My hands fell away 
from his face to grab the sheets, tugging at them as he made short thrusts until he laid buried in my ass. | 
pushed my head back into the pillow, adjusting to the feel as he fought not to make any further movements 


until | was ready. 


After the initial discomfort faded | lifted my hips a slight bit to let him know | was ready to proceed. | could 
hear his heavy panting as he began setting a pace, slow and teasing at first but soon speeding up and becoming 
rough, urgent and needy thrusts. As one of his hands found my aching cock, rubbing up against his belly, and 
began stroking it in a matching pace | whined loudly, my hands coming up to grip at the skin of his back, 
scratching everywhere | could find, deep enough to make his skin break and drip blood. 


Soon his cock was ramming into me hard enough to make my body bounce, his good angling never missing my 


prostate and | felt my orgasm build steadily within me, reaching it's boiling point and my body tensing up. 


'R-rich.. uh.. l-'m.. ah, g-gonna.!' | moaned, voice hitching as | reached my climax, my cock pulsing forward and 
| threw my head back with a hoarse cry, my sticky cum spurting out to hit his torso, running down the tan 
skin 


| slumped down as | felt him deliver a few more rough thrusts before groaning my name as his warm load 
filled me up, and | purred, feeling him pull out of me and some of his cum trail along to stain the bedsheets, 
before his weight dropped down on top of me. 


We laid there, neither of us speaking as we forced our breathing back to normal, his lips and tongue spilling 
gentle kisses and licks across my skin everywhere he could reach without strain | opened my dazed eyes to 
look down at his face, watching his flustered cheeks and how his eyes fluttered open to meet mine. He smiled 
dopily in an uncharacteristically shy way, and | smoothed back his hair. 


‘| love you, Richie, | whispered, kissing his forehead and burying my nose in his dark hair, inhaling the scent. 


‘| love you too, Jon, he replied, taking one of my hands in his and squeezing it, rubbing it with his thumb and 
chuckling. ‘You're my dirty little secret: 


| giggled at the sound of that, recalling the song we'd once written for our relationship. ‘And you're mine, | 


agreed. 


